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Seqenen-Re, Amenhotep I, Queen Nefertari, Thutmosis II
and Thutm6sis III, Sell I, Ramesses II (who was once identified
as the Pharaoh of the Exodus), Ramesses III, and many
others. It was a whole catacomb of ancient Egyptian
royalty, and nothing like it had ever before been known.

A special boat was sent from GairOj and three hundred
Arabs laboured for six days, carrying the mummies of the
kings and queens aboard. As the boat sailed down the Nile,
an extraordinary scene took place. The banks of the river
were lined by frantic crowds on both sides, from Luxor to Quft,
the women wailing, tearing their hair, and casting dust on their
faces, the men firing rifles into the air, in salute to the dead
Pharaohs.

I learned from the sheik that 'Abd er-Rasul Ahmad, like
many another who has presided for a while over unlimited
wealth, died in abject poverty, an old man of nearly a hundred.
He was haunted for the rest of his life by the dream that came
true, only to vanish as his fingers were stretched out to grasp
it. He would never consent to approach the shaft after the
departure of the mummies, until, when ninety years of age, a
visiting archaeologist, Robert de Rustafjaell, persuaded him to
go there and be photographed at the entrance. But when
the old man reached the place, he was so overcome by emotion
that he fainted.

The sheik accompanied me in the polite Arab way to the
edge of his territory, and then left me to the heat that
beat upward from the rocks. As I passed down to the
place where I had left my hired Ford, a small group came
racing towards me with the usual collection of relics. It was
led by an eager child holding the hand of a mummy. I
recoiled in horror and passed on. A second group was wait-
ing behind some rocks. A young man ran up and drew from
the pocket of his gallabta another mummified hand. I waved
the claw I was carrying threateningly at him, but he followed,
pestering me, and I heard in the conversation of the crowd
behind me the words " Abu yadd." So they had given me a
name. I was " Father of the Hand." The news had gone
round that at last a man had come who was willing to pay
good piastres for the hands of mummies, and every person
with such a relic had produced them. There were many